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selfish than anybody else, of course. Even less. Middle-class moderation. Another woman might have found my little gifts ridiculous. But if I sacrifice my career, or, instead of helping her along in hers, I compromise it, however little. . . . How upset she was just now ! . . .
" I have a kind of fear of being poor. Fve always had it Even when I was only twenty, I remember. And when you're twenty, there are still so many doors open to you. Take up my profession as a lawyer again, when I've scarcely ever practised ? Who would want to have me ? And all the shady affairs, the unjust causes, the unworthy interests, of which I should become the defender and the proxy, What's the use of having played the paladin if you come down to that ? . . . The Tour Saint-Jacques . . . the H6tel de Ville. . . . Yes, the lair of prevaricators and peculators. But all that doesn't affect either this mellow, golden air of Paris or that statue of fitienne Marcel or those fellows fishing. . . .
" Perhaps I'm taking it too much to heart. I am a man who lets things worry him too much. A black bird comes along, and black thoughts string out behind it ad infinitum* The two arms of the triangle of them fill the whole sky for me.
" What is my aim in life ?   That's the whole question."
Meanwhile Quinette, after installing Leheudry in his new hiding-place, and furnishing him with all kinds of instructions and advice, was hurrying back to his shop in the Vaugirard district. He had to finish, that very day, dae binding of Anatole France's Jeanne d'Arc, in two volumes, for a customer in the neighbourhood - and even, if it was possible, the binding of Verlaine's Selected Poems, whidi had been called for yesterday by that very pretty little lady with the sad eyes.